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-better in my health, but so poor in 
pocket, that yesterday I laid out my last 
-halfpenny in. bread for my children; 
and, for their sakes, was I obliged to- 
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THE IRISHMAN'S CABIN. 
(Concludea from puge 106.) 

FOR a while I heard frequently from 
my William, and things went well 
enough ; but a report being now preva- 
lent that he was dead, and I receiving 
no more letters, those friends of Wil- 
liam, who had assisted in settling me 
at his departure, began to talk of want- 
ing their own, and told me what a pity 
it was I had offended my uncle to mar- 
ry a vagabond. I had nothing to do 
but hear them patiently, and cry when 
they were gone: but, at length, my 
hopes being quite extinguished, for I 
had still thoughts my poor William 
might be alive; I fell sick, and my cre- 
ditors employing that very lawyer who 
had before done so much harn, he seiz- 
ed on my shop, and as he said it would 
be cruel to send me to jail; I was turn- 
ed out of doors, and my little ones—the 
youngest born since William’s depar- 
ture—with their mother, left to the mer- | 
cy of the wide world. I had heard, 
Billy’s regiment was in Ireland; and a| 
kind hearted gentleman offering me a 
passage, I thought it better to seek 
news of him myself than to write; and, 
if I failed, it would be no worse starving 
among-strangers than with friends who 
had twice used me so cruelly, When 
we landed, the master gave me a little 





money to assist me on the road. My| 


former illness, however, returning on 


y 

day, to ask that charity you now bestow 
on me. I am sure you will lose nothing 
by it, for the parson who married Wil- 
liam and I, and who, to my sorrow, 
died soon after, for he taught me a great 
deal, and was a very geod friend, used 
to say, that whoever is made the instru- 
ment by which the Almighty pleases to 
do us good, will never want that kind- 
ness which he is permitted to render to 
oth. rs.” 

“And I don’t know a greater kind- 
ness any body could do me,” returned 


pyar. ey 
Patrick, “than to set me within reach 


of a friend or two, or an uncle, ora 
lawyer that you have been just men- 
tioning, may I never see sweet Bally- 
shannan again, if I would not—” 

A loud knock at the cabin door pre- 
vented Patrick from giving farther vent 
to the overflow of honest indignation 
which rose in his breast. It was night, 
and a heavy storm of hail rattled against 
the window ; a voice from without de- 
manded shelter. Patrick half opened 
the door; and was requested by a gen- 
teel young man on horseback to permit 
himself and servant to.alight there, as 
they had lost their way. ‘To be sure. 
I will,” says Patrick; “step in your 
honor, Pll help your man to put the 
poor beasts in a good stable, and per- 
haps procure you a better birth than 
this poor cabin affords.” —“ I desire no 
better,” replied the gentleman, “ but if 





the way, I was obliged to stop till 1 was 





you can house my horses, do; for they 
have been rode hard to-day.” - Patrick 
answered with a bow, and set off with 
is servant and horses to the great 


house hard by, where he knew he might 
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rely on his master’s interest to fulfil his 
own promise: for though the captain 
would not relieve a poor woman and 
three ‘children, the distress of a man of 
fashion was quite another affair. 

Patrick’s father, in the mean time, 
did the honours of his little cabin : the 
gentleman eat brown bread; drank 
home-brewed beer; kissed all the chil- 
dren; and, guessing at their mother’s 
situation, forced her acceptance of a 
guinea. "he tears of gratitude were 
yet in her eye, when Patrick and the 
servant returned. On the entrance of 
the latter, who before had staid without, 
Mary fainted—It was her William !— 
he flew to her—the gentleman was aston- 
ished, and Patyaek whistled an Irish jig. 
An eclaircissement speedily took place. 
William had been taken prisoner, in 
company with his present master, whose 
life he had preserved; his master was } 
exchanged, on condition of not bearing 
arms in the present war; he had there- 
fore procured William’s release and dis- 
charge; taking him into his service; | 
and the vessel in which they were re- | 
turning, having been driven on the Irish | 
coast, they quitted her, took horses, and | 
were on their road to some nearer con- | 
veyance for England, when W illiam, | 
inwardly vexed at the supposed pro-| 
traction of his absence from Mary, was, 
conducted by Providence, unexpected- 
ly to her arms ! 

His master, on hearing the story, 
liberally rewarded the kindness of ho- 
nest Patrick; and, having conveyed 
William and Mary to his own estate, 
where he comfortably settled them in a| 
farm, it is hard to say whether he felt, 
or dispensed more pleasure, in at once 
performing an act of generosity, and 
discharging a debt of gratitude. 
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The motto of the English arms is, 
“ Hon Soit qui mal y pense.” — (“ Evil 
to him who evil thinks.” A Yorkshire 
wag, reading it on the sign of an inn, 
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To the Editor of The Fuvenile Port-Foiio, 
Sir, 

By inserting the following, in your val 
ble and elegant miscellany, you will oblige emo 
friend of the author. ‘The inclosed verses ,ambscul 
Friendship are by the same hand. They ait the 
the effusions of a young lady who has not ye 
attained her fifteenth year. If they mee 
your approbation, I shall be. happy to fygments 
nish you with some other pieces from the sang Ob 
pen. if m 
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CELESTINE. ive, 
The shades of evening had fallengpt>y 


around ; the silvery rays of the moonp? § 
began to glimmer through the wavingge0™ 
branches of the tall poplars, that surf 5° 
rounded the cottage of Celestine. Dut 

The lovely inhabitant of the cot sai? lif 
pensive and alone; the image of her 
“ heart’s lord” occupied her thoughts, 
she wept over.the remembrance of past 


happiness, and sighed to think that fa 
yeace had fled from her, perhaps for- ‘ 
- Brho 


ever. | 
Oh! my Henry “ she exclaimed,” be- FP" 
loved of my soul, wilt thou never re- 
turn to me? Shall the heart of thy Celes-§ “ 
tine never more be gladdened by thy find 
presence ? Alas ! never again shall I be- fimo: 
hold my Henry. Honour commanded fie | 
and he left the arms of his Celestine to fhe. 
face his country’s foes. “Grieve not§ ‘ 
my love,” he said “ere three short nit 
moons have expired, 1 will return to wh 
thee, my Celestine,” Alas! thrice three fide 
moons have elapsed and yet he comes §w¢ 
not. Perhaps, ere now, some adverse §pu 
sword has deprived my Henry of life Jdv 
and me of happiness. Oh! my love, if J™ 


'I lose thee, I lose all that can render §d 


life valuable. 

Deep sighs burst from the throbbing 
heart of the lovely mourner; she drew Jd 
from her bosom a miniature, she gazed § tl 
on it, and pressed it to her lips, while —™ 
her warm tears fell fast on the uncon- § 1% 
scious Image. She replaced it inher bo- § © 
som, and leaning her head on her clasp- §t 
ed hands, wept in silence. < 

Suddenly the noise of approaching 
footsteps caught her attention. She 








rendered it thus—Honey, suet, quills, 
malt and peas. : | 





started from her seat, and raising her | ' 
eyes, beheld a majestic figure standing | 
















































Folio, fi. the door of the cottage. Trembling 
he retreated, the unknown advancing, 


ur ; 
oblige moved his hat, whose sable plumes 
erses ggmbscured his countenance, and the rays 


Phey a@if the moon shining full upon him dis- 
, as overed the features. of her loved, la- 
to fygmented Henry. 
he sang Oh! gracious heaven! it is the shade 
f my beloved! cried Celestine, and} 
unk senseless to the ground. “ Re- 
rive, my Celestine,” exclaimed the 
falleyetranger, catching her in his arms, ‘tis 
Moonpo shade but thy living, thy faithful 
avinoggicury clasps thee to his bosom.” For 
sure short time she remained insensible, | 
ut his tender caresses soon awoke her 
ot sate life and happiness. 


Read 


Y her ROSA. 
gehts, —— 

‘past GLEANINGS, 

that} How few think for themselves.— 


for. He who cannot think is a fool, he 

tho will not is a bigot, he that dare 
be. Mot is a slave. . 
re- Drummond. 


les-§ “Man uncorrupted by bad _ habits 
thy and bad opinions, is of all animals the 


be- most tractable; corrupted by them, 
led Bhe is of all animals the most untracta- 
‘to Bble.” Reed. 
not # ‘The idea of a Supreme Being, infi- 
ort Fnite in power, wisdom and goodness, 


to Bwhose ‘workmanship we are, and the 
ee idea of ourselves as rational beings, 
es Bwould I suppose if duly considered and 
se Bpursued, afford such foundation of our 
fe Fduty and rules of action, as might place 
if morality among the sciences capable of 
sr — demonstration.” 


Locke. 


“ If the fair sex encouraged the most 


their hatids to merit rather than to 


AND LITERARY MISCELLANY. 





§ 
w — deserving. by their smiles, and gave 
d 
2 


wealth, we should perceive the young | 
- —men more anxious to vie with each 
- f other in commendable actions, rather 
, ff than in ostentation, which is productive 
of envy. 
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An ancient Greek-philosopher seeing 
one day a reugh unpolished country 
clown, accosted him thus, “ young man 
you ought to sacrifice to the graces.” 
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REFLECTION. 
Hasty decisions are seldom correct ; even 
good and enlightened men, when they sufier 
theinselves to be led by sudden impulses, will 
wander into that train of errors which mark 
the path of by far the greater part of mankind. 
Look around the world, take a view of the re- 
cords of past times, observe well what has hap- 
pened even in our own day, mark the course of 
what is cailed public opiaion, and then say, if it 
is not of all uncertain things the most uncertain. 
Formed by the pressure of the occasion—often 
amidst the whirlpool of the passions, commonly 
without sufficieat infurmation, and almost al- 
ways without a disposition to deliberate, it iz 
in the first instance made up of all the weak- 
nesses and all the prejudiel to which poor 
human nature is constantly subject. Still there 
is a consolation left; reflection like ‘* hope comes 
at last to all,”” and happy is be who attains the 
former before the latter is gone. 


a pee 


On an alarm of fire, a person at an inn was 
informed that his house was in flames. “ You 
had better inform my wife,” said he with great 
composure, “fur I never meddle with family 
affairs,” 


+. 
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The fellows of Baliol college, Oxford, or- 
dered the gates to be shut on the fast day. 
Dr. Leigh, the master, said on the occasion : 
‘we are very strict on the observance of this 
day, we not only fast ourselves, but make the 
gates fust also.” 

——> + oo 

A gentleman apt to indulge in attic wit when 
in liquor, was asked by un acquaintance, if he 
belong -d to the play-house? he replied, “* No; 
why did you ask me ?”’ * Because” returned 
his friend * you are so dram-attic. 


— oe + a 


A certain Italian having written a book upon 
the art of mating gold, dedicated it to pope Leo 
X. in hopes of a good reward. His holiness 
finding the man constantly following him, at 
length gave him a ‘large empty purse, saying, 
‘ Sir, since you know how to make gold, you can 
have no need of any thing but a purse to put it in.” 

A member of parliament having brought in 
a bill that required an amendment, which was 
denied him by the house, he frequently repeat- 
ed ‘that he thirsted to mend hig bill” At 
length another member arose and addressed 


. Nothing has a greater tendency to-|/the speaker, humbly moving, “that as the 


wards polishing the manners of youth, 


than the cotiversation of virtuous fe-~ 
males, ! 


honourable member who spoke last, thirsted so 
very much, he might be permitted to mend his 
draught.” This put the house into good ha- 
mour, and his-petition was granted. | 
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The following lines to friendship are the production 
of a young lady of this city, who has not yet at- 
tained her fifteenth year. 

CevesTia. friendship, child of Heaven, 

To thee my ardent vows are given ; 

Oh ! spread thy influence o’er my breast, 

Let me in one true friend be blest, 

One, who through all the varying train 

Of life’s events, will yet retain 

Her friendship fix’d, unchanging still, 
Tilh death shall close each mortal ill.— 
While thus I eas’d my troubled soul, 
Soft slumber o’er my senses stole ; 
And in the visions of the night, 

The goddess stood confess’d to sight. 

In accents mild she silence broke, 

And sweetly smiling, thus she spoke : 

‘* Thy prayer is heard ; though oft deceived, 

And falsehood oft thy soul has griev’d, 

A friend be thine, whose honest heart, 
Would scorn to act a double part ; 
Thy joys she’ll share, and for thy woe, 
Her sympathetic tears will flow ; 

Her bosom owns the purest flame, 
And Julia is the fair one’s name, 

Grief has usurp’d her gentle soul, 

For she has drain’d affliction’s bowl ; 
Then Rosa, act a friendly part, 

And cheer the lovely mourner’s heart 
Try to divert her mind from care, 

And from her bosom drive despair ; 
Each anxious thought strive to dispel, 
And tell her all will yet be well; 

Tell her, her love will soon return, 

And that she must no longer mourn.” 

Thus sweetly spoke the goddess bright, 
And smiling vanish’d from my sight. 
Eager her precepts to obey, 

To Julia’s door { bent my way ; 

The vision’s truth was quickly prov'd, 
We saw each other and we lov’d; 

And ne’er will our affections cense, 

Till in the tomb we rest in peace. 


Kosa. 


For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
TO MARY. 

You bid me mark the roses bloom, 
And taste its gentle, sweet perfume ; 
The tulip gay, the lilly white, 
Fill that sweet bosom with delight. 
‘The blooming roses damask hue, 
Spangled with morning’s sparkling dew, 
The simple viclets modest blue, 
Half hid and hali exposed to view ; 
The gentle lilly of the vale, 
Woafting its fragrance o’er the gale, 
All in their beauteous garb arrayed, 
All, all are fair, but ail must fade. 








As fades the roses blushing red, 


Ps 
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As cheerless droops the lilly’s head, 
E’en so must fade each winning grace, 
That decks my Mary’s lovely face. 
Virtue alone, my dearest maid, 
-Virtue’s the charm that ne’er shall fade, 
The only charm, that can withstand, 
The shock of times unsparing hand. 


| Then let not vanity impart, 
| Its influence o’er thy youthful heart, 


But let this truth ke treasured there, 
‘¢ Whilst thou art virtuous, thou art fair.” 
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SONG....For the Fuvenile Port-Folio. 
Says Merry to Don, I’m a dear lover of brandy, 
And I find it to be most excellent stuff; ~ 
Keep some in the closet to have it quite handy, 
And when you drink of it, be sure take 
enough. 
Says Don imreply, the dear lovers of brandy, 
Will find it to be most deceiving stuff ; 
If its drank at the closet and always kept han. 
dy, 
It will come to a practice of more than 
enough. 
I wish to reform and therefore apprize ye, 
Of rum, wine and brandy, of whiskey and gin, 
A quart in a day at the last may’nt suffice ye, 
Tho’ at first with a trifle you seem to begin, 
—R+ oo 
O) 
CHINESE LOVE SONG. 
O daughter of the great Ching-Chum, 
Whose eyes like Kasian diamonds glow, 
And wilt thou love thy Fa-Fe-Fum, 
My sweet, my lovely, Hu-ang Ho ? 
The swans their downy plumage lave, 
Where Lano’s wandering waters flow ; 
But, can the swans of Lano’s wave 
Compare with thee, my Ho-ang Ho? 
Six moons have travell’d thro’ the skies, 
And softly gleam’d on Kiang-o, 
Since first thy beauty met my eyes, 
Light of my soul, my Ho-ang Ho. 
Oh, when I clasp thee to my breast ! 
Chang-fu, to whom the nations bow, 
Shall not be half so truly blest, 
As Fa-Fe-Fum and Ho-ang Ho. 
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EPIGRAM ON AN EPIGRAM. 
The qualities all in a dee that we meet. 
In an epigram never should fail; 
The body should always be little and sweet, 
And the sting should be felt in the tail. 


CONDITIONS. 


A No. will be published every Saturday. 

The pfice ig Twelve and a half cents pert 
month, payable quarterly in advance. 

At the close of each year, a title page, in- 
dex, and list of subscribers will be given. 

Philadelphia—Published by Tuomas G. Con- 
pie, jun. No. 22, Carters alley, opposite Mr. 
Girard’s Bank—where subscriptions and comm#- 
nications will be thankfully received. 








